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"Say, forty-one/' said M'WMzzle. "There or
thereabouts."
Had Archibald not known his wonderful master, he
might have felt that there was some misunderstanding.
But he had Hadji Mahomet's word also that they
were acquainted. He felt rather puzzled, but then
most of this detective work was puzzling. With his
small brow knit he watched the famous policeman,
who now squatted Eastern fashion on a mat beside
his office chain There was some deep thinking going
on now in that great brain, this was plain to the most
casual observer. Absentmindedly M*Whizzle took a
piece of palm-leaf paper from his carved wooden case,
helped himself from the bowl of coarse black native
tobacco, made a cigarette, and began to smoke. The
tobacco was of a brand much used by Borneo natives
for fumigating fruit trees. Coughing slightly, Archi-
bald respectfully drew back his chair a pace or two*
"Podd," said'M'Whizzle, suddenly.
"Sir?" The young Eurasian looked an eager in-
quiry.
" I am going to Tidatau/' announced the Chief of
the Secret Police in deliberate tones. "The news
you have brought me confirms what I have always
thought" He looked steadily at Archibald. "You
will be extremely surprised to hear, Podd, what I have
to say, but it has always been my firm belief that the
missing racehorse was stolen by the Rajah of Tidatau
and secreted in his harem/*
Archibald nodded. He could not help looking
amazed and 'delighted at his master's wonderful power
of dissimulation, having heard him more than once